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IT  TAKES  HEALTHY  NERVES 


TO  BE  A  CHAMPION 
BRONK  RIDER! 


Eddie  Woods,  twice  all-round  cowboy 
champion  at  the  famous  Calgary  Stampede, 
"top  hand"  of  the  cowboy  world,  says: 

"Ten  seconds  on  the  back  of  an  outlaw 
horse  is  about  the  hardest  punishment  for 
a  man's  nerves  that  anybody  can  imagine. 
To  have  nerves  that  can  take  it,  I  smoke 
only  Camels.  I've  tried  them  all,  but  Camels 
are  my  smoke!  They  have  a  natural  mild- 
ness that  appeals  to  me,  and  I  like  their 
taste  better.  iMost  important  of  all.  Camels 
do  not  jangle  my  nerves,  even  when  I  light 
up  one  Camel  after  another." 

#  ft  a 

If  you  are  nervous... inclined  to  "fly  oflf  the 
handle".  .  .  change  to  Camels.  Your  own 
nerves  and  taste  will  confirm  the  fact  that 
this  milder  cigarette,  made  from  costlier 
tobaccos,   is   better   for   steady  smoking. 


IT   IS  MORE   FUN   TO   KNOW 
Camels  are  made  from  finer, 
MORE  EXPENSIVE  tobaccos 
than  any  other  popular  brand. 


CAMEL'S  COSTLIER  TOBACCOS 


NEVER  GET  ON  YOUR  NERVES      NEVER  TIRE  YOUR  TASTE 


CopyriKht.  1933, 

R.  J.  Reynolds 

Tobacco  Company 
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SOCIETY 

AT  NORTHWESTERN 

DECEMBER   20,   WEDNESDAY 
Town   Club  Luncheon 
Sextant      Initiation      Banquet      at      Beta 
House 

DECEMBER  22,  FRIDAY 

Delta  Tau  Delta  Formal  at  the  bouse 
Phi    Delta    Theta    Formal    at    the    house 
Sextant  Dinner  and   Dance  at   the  Drake 
Phi  Kappa  Psi  Formal  Sovereign 
Phi   Kappa   Sigma   Formal    at   the   house 
Delta   Upsilon   Formal   at    the   house 

DECEMBER  23,  SATURDAY 

Christmas     vacation     begins     at      12:00 

noon 
Kappa  Zeta  Kappa   Formal   at  the  Drake 

JANUARY   8,  MONDAY 

Classes  resume  at   8:00  A.  M, 

JANUARY  10,  WEDNESDAY 
Town    Club   Luncheon 

JANUARY    12,   FRIDAY 
Shi-Ai   Dance 
Sigma  Chi  Formal 

JANUARY   13,   SATURDAY 
Saturday   Noon   Forum 
Kappa   Delta   Formal 
Pi  Phi  Formal 

JANUARY   19.  FRIDAY 
Junior  Prom 


ATHLETICS 

DECEMBER  20.  WEDNESDAY 
Notre   Dame   at   South   Bend 

JANUARY  9.  TUESDAY 
Purdue  at  Evanston 

JANUARY    13,  SATURDAY 
Chicago  at   Chicago 

JANUARY   16,  TUESDAY 
Wisconsin  at  Evanston 

DECEMBER    15,   FRIDAY 

Water    Polo    Tournament    at    I.    A.    C 
pool 

JANUARY  13.  SATURDAY 
Wrestling.   Chicago  at  Evanston 

JANUARY   16,  TUESDAY 
Wrestling.    Illinois   at   Evanston 


DINE  AND  DANCE 

CONGRESS  HOTEL 
Michigan  and  Congress. 
Dance  to  the  inimitable  Carlos  Molina 
and  his  mirimba  band  in  the  Joseph 
Urban  and  Hawaiian  Rooms.  New 
Policy,  $1.50  for  Supper  and  all  the 
fizz  water  you  want.  Saturday,  $3.00. 
Floor  shows  in  both  rooms.  No  cover 
charge. 
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LEXICON 


STEVENS  HOTEL 

Michigan  and  Seventh. 
Boulevard  Room  with  Charley  Agnew 
and  his  band  boys.  Special  dinners, 
$1.25  to  $i.7S.  Suppers  after  ten 
at  $1.00.  No  cover.  Emrie  Ann  Lin- 
coln starring. 

HOTEL  LA  SALLE 
Madison  and  La  Salle. 
The  Blue  Room  with  its  Continental 
atmosphere  and  floor  show  is  unusual. 
Dinner  $2.00  during  the  week,  and 
supper  dancing  on  Saturdays  only  at 
$1.50.      No   cover   charge. 

ARAGON   BALLROOM 
Lawrence  and   Broadway. 
Wayne  King  and  the  boys.   Costs.   $1.50 
to    $1.85.       $1.50      until      6      Sunday. 
Estimates  per  couple.  Refreshments  extra. 

THE  STABLES 

Broadway   near   Devon   and    Sheridan. 
Just  the  spot   for  us   farmers.   No  cover. 
$1    minimum    per   person.      Floor   show 
and   dancing. 

THE  LIMEHOUSE 
1563   Howard. 

Barney  Richards'  orchestra.  No  cover,  no 
minimum.      Dinners    very    reasonable. 

CHEZ  PAREE 

Fairbanks   at   Ontario. 
Vincent  Lopez  and  his  society   orchestra 
with  Harry  Richman  and  an  all-star  floor 
show.   No  cover  charge  except   Saturday. 

BLACKHAWK 

Wabash  at  Randolph. 
Hal   Kemp   is   back!    So    is   Deane   Janis. 
Bob  Nolan   master  of  ceremonies.   Smart 
floor     show.       Dinner     $1.25,      Supper 
.$1.50.   No  cover  charge. 


CANTON  TEA  GARDENS 

Corner  Wabash  and   Van   Buren. 

Louis    Panico    and    his    orchestra.       No 

cover,    no   minimum. 

MORRISON  HOTEL 
Madison  and  Clark. 

Terrace  Garden,  Benny  Meroff  playing 
at  present  in  tropical  setting.  $1.50 
to  $2.00  dinner  served  after  5:30.  No 
cover. 

HOTEL   SHERMAN 
Clark  and  Randolph. 
College    Inn.    Paul    Ash    and    his   orches- 
tra.      Grand    floor    show.       Supper    for 
$1.50   with  sparkling  drinks.   No  cover. 

BISMARK  HOTEL 
Randolph   and   Wells. 
Walnut    Room.    Ted    Weem's    orchestra. 
Minimum    charge    $1.50.    No   cover. 

VISTA  DEL  LAGO 
No  Man's  Land. 

Dine  and  dance  in  a  truly  metropolitan 
atmosphere  that  is  only  a  jump  from 
the  campus.  No  minimum  or  cover 
charge. 


AFTER  DATE  STOPS 

COOLEY'S 

Evanston.  Three  famous  cupboards, 
all  diff'erent  and  yet  inviting.  Known 
to  all  Northwestern  for  its  delectable 
cuisine. 

THE  HUT 

Opposite  Willard  Hall.  Good  food, 
well   served,    in   a   collegiate    atmosphere. 

SAN  PEDRO 

No  Man's  Land.  A  haven  for  hungry 
and   thirsty   students. 

NORMANDY  TEA  ROOM 

No  Man's  Land.  Food,  music  and 
dancing,    as   you   like   it. 

THE  SHIP 

Howard  St.  just  off  Clark. 
Sandwiches   and   beverages   of   all    kinds. 
Reasonable    prices.    Other    diverse    places 
west  of  town   about  which   no  authentic 
information  has  been   found. 

CLUB  CHATEAU 

Church  Street  .  .  .  One-half  block  east 
of  Waukegan  Road. 

A  really  fine  place  to  stop  with  the  best 
of  food  and  friendship.  An  ideal  spot 
for   that   discriminating   date. 


DRESS  FOR  THE  OCCASION 

THELMA  PARKER  FOWLER 

906  Hinman  Avenue,  Greenleaf  6144. 
Holiday  Sale  —  charming  youthful 
frocks.  The  best  in  Daytime.  Dinner, 
and   Formal   wear. 
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POLLY'S  PEARLS 


Polly  rises  to  ecstatic  heights! — Polly  reaches  sub- 
lime proponderance  of  expression!! — Polly  acquires 
supernaturally  infallible  attributes!!!  —  we  hope. 
Sweethearts  —  how  extremely  swell  —  how  magna- 
nimously perfect — we  think  they  are.  Inherent  within 
us  are  incorruptible  desires  to  plant  and  nurture  with- 
in some  few  others  the  seeds  of  romantic  coupling 
of  personalities  which  we  feel  growing  within  us  after 
our  work  on  this  number. 

We  cannot  help  but  feci  that  one  from  among  our 
readers  feels  as  we  do  and  accepts  this  issue  with  the 
same  serious  and  whole-hearted  spirit  of  maternal  de- 
votion with  which  we  present  it.  We  rather  like 
an  issue  of  this  sort — and  who  can  blame  us?  It 
keeps  us  constantly  thinking  of   one  of   the   world's 


most  enjoyable  problems  —  that  of  producing  two 
lives  for  one  another,  of  finding  for  some  of  us  poor 
mugs  a  girl  whose  mug  may  not  be  so  bad  but  whose 
intelligence  is  lacking  to  such  an  extent  that  she  thinks 
us  O.  K.  But,  MY  GAWD,  such  a  thought  takes  all 
the  romance  out  of  the  situation — so  let  us  'ope  again 
and  dream  fantastic  dreams  of  life  as  life  should  be. 

A  gay  mirage  rises  before  us,  misty  fantasies  of 
lovely  creatures,  the  paradise  of  ethereal  existence  opens 
before  our  very  eyes. 

We  see  the  lives  of  humans  being  molded  by  super- 
natural forces  into  the  happiness  of  dual  existence. 

The  blissful  wanderings  of  a  couple  in  utter  isola- 
tion attracts  our  gaze  and,  thus  contented,  we  pass 
quietly  on  into  a  dreamless  sleep. 


MAL  DE  MER 
She  was  standing  by  the  rail 
And  looking  deathly  pale; 
Did  she  see  a  whale? 

Not  at  all. 
She    was   papa's   only    daughter, 
Throwing  bread  upon  the  water 
In  a  way  she  hadn't  oughter — 

That  was  all. 

— Princeton  Tiger 

"I  like  mathematics  when  it  isn't  over  my  head." 
"That's  the  way  I  feel  about  pigeons." 

— Punch  Bowl 
«>       ♦       <» 

"Do  you  care  for  dancing.  Peggy?" 

"No." 

"Why  not?" 

"It's  merely  hugging  set  to  music." 

"Well,  what  is  there  about  it  you  don't  like?" 


"1  he  music." 


-State  Lion 


What  have  you  left  me 

A  broken  heart? 
A  memory  full  of 

Things  that  smart? 
And  yet  you  say 

Can't  we  be  friends. 
Like  hell  we  can  .   .   . 

That's   my   revenge. 


-Pointer 


Girls  who  blush  at  jokes  risque 
Know   the   meanings  anyway. 
Girls  who  offer  no  resistance 

Lead  an  awfully  nice  existence.  — Exchange 

<$>♦<$> 

"Darling,"   he  cried  in  tender  tones,  > 

"I   never   loved   but   thee!" 
"Then   we  must  part,"   the   maiden   said, 

"No  amateurs  for  me."  — The  Skipper 


"Co-op    Purchases    Pay    Dividends" 

SHOP 


AT  THE 


CO-OP 


"Got  a  job  for  a  good  steady  woman?" 


Thousands  have  bought  if  for  $60!  Now  just  In  time  ■for 
Christmas,  down  comes  the  price  25%.  Built  to  last  a 
lifetime.  Equipped  with  every  essential  feature  of  standard 
typewriters.  Sturdy  carrying  case  included  free.  New  low 
price  $45  cash,  or  during  Christmas  season,  available  on 
unusually    low   terms.     See    it! 

Ask  about   Easy   Terms 


Typewriters  Repaired 

Called    for    and    delivered.       Call 
Greenieaf  2600.  Work  guaranteed. 


XMAS 
CARDS 

Huge  Selection 


Fountain  Pens 

PARKER 

SHEAFFER 

WAHL 


PING  PONG  EQUIPMENT 

"We    Will    Give    Prizes    for    Fraternity,    Sorority    and 
Club    Ping    Pong    Tournaments" — See    the    Manager 


ANY  FOUNTAIN  PEN 
CLEANED  FREE! 

(UNTIL   XMAS) 


NORTHWESTERN 

STUDENT   CO-OP   '^^^''^ 
Orrington  Hotel  BIdg.        Gre.  2600 


SWEETHEARTS! 


SPEAKING  of  farm  relief,  \vK.it  about  tKe 
poor  pigs?  Wnen  they  complain  about  an 
odor,  boy,  its  some  odor!  Less  particular 
tbing^s  tban  pigs  sby  at  foul  pipes.  Yet  so 
gentle  a  person  as  a  lady  loves  to  nave  pipe 
smoking  in  ber  presence  —  tbat  is,  witb  tbe 
nfiJit  }{iHil  of  tobacco.  For  instance,  no  livmg 
tbing,  pig  or  person,  ever  drew  away  from 
Sir  Walter  Raleigb's  mild,  fragrant  mixture 
in  a  smootb,  well-kept  pipe. 

Tbose  rare  Kentucky  Barleys  satisfy  tbe 
smoker,  and  delignt  nearby  non-smokers.  Try 
a  tin  of  Sir  W^alter  Halcigb  on  your  next  store 
visit — tbe  tin  wrapped  in  gold  foil.  You'll 
see  wby  particular  men  bave  adopted  tbis  fine 
tobacco     wbole  bog. 

Brown  &   Williamson   Tobacco    Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  Dept.  W-312 


Send  for  this 

FREE 


OLD  LINE! 


Some  we've  hugged 

Had  awful  mugs 

That  didn't  suit  my  taste 

But  can't  you  sec 

That  any  hug 

Is  man-power  gone  to  waist. 

— Student 

«>   ♦  -S) 

Prof;  "Why  do  they  have  knots 
on  the  ocean  instead  of  miles?" 

Frosh:  "Why.  they  couldn't 
have  the  ocean  tide  if  it  weren't  for 
the  knots." 

— Student 
^  ♦  <$> 

Co-ed  Cora  can't  decide  whether 
to  date  the  boy-friend  with  the  new 
car  or  the  one  with  the  old  car.  The 
iirst  has  an  automatic  clutch  while 
the  other  has  defective  brakes. 

— Octopus 


SWEETHEARTS!! 


NEW  MOVEMENT!! 


^  ♦  «> 

Just  cause  trees  bend  in  the  wind 
is  no  sign   that   the  tree's  trunk. 

— Yellou:  Jacket 
<j^  ♦  «> 

"Let's  have  a  kiss.  " 
"Not  on  an  empty  stomach." 
"Of  course  not.  Right  where  the 
last  one   was." 

— Sundial 

^  ♦  <•' 

"Rastus,  Ah  hear  yo'  got  a  bear 
what's  cross-eyed.  What  yo'  call 
him?" 

"Well,  Ah  calls  him  Gladly  after 
that  bear  in  the  hymns.  " 

"What  hymn  is  that?" 

"You  know.  'Gladly  my  cross- 
eyed bear." 

— Burr 

♦       ^ 


"Who?  Me?" 


It  S     15  ^— AND  IT'S  MILDER 


SWEET 
HEARTS 


SWEETHEART    SONGS 

By  Dave  (Mother  Goose  I  Lott 

DELTA  SHELTA 
Mary,  Mary,  quite  contrary, 
Why  do  you  look  so  dead? 

"I  went  out  like  a  light 
With  a  Delt  last  night 
And  I  didn't  get  home  to  bed!" 


Illustration  bj'  Francella  Jacobson 

LAMBDA  CHI  CRESCENT  MOON 
Jack  and  Jill 
Have  had  their  fill 
Of  going   after   water. 
I  heard  them  say 
The  other  day — 
Her  old  man  finally  caught  her! 


SIGMA  NU  PRAYER 
Twinkle,    twinkle,    little   star 
Up  dere  in  d'  sky  so  high 
I  only  wish  to  hell  that  I 
Could  get   as-hic-as  high   as   you   are! 


BETA  BUNGALOW 
Little  Boy  Blue,  come  toot  your  horn 
And  watch  30  couples  pop  outta  your  corn: 
Their  faces  are  red  and  their  noses  are  rosy. 
They  must  have  been  playing  "Ring-around-Rosie!' 


PHI  DELT  DREAM  GIRL 
Rock-a-bye,  baby,  in  the  back  seat, 
Empty  your  bottle,  then  go  to  sleep. 
Papa  will   hold  you,   tight,  in  his  arms — 
You'll  be  his  "Theme  Song"  for  music  hath  charms! 


PI  PHI  RING-CHING-CHING 
Hickory  Dickory  Dock! 
The  Pi  Phi  puts  out  her  clock. 
Turns  off  her  cat.  winds  up  her  light- 
Tucks  her  prunes  in  bed. 
And  stays  stewed  all  night! 


SUPPRESSED  DESIRE! 

Hell  once  held  its  terrors  for  me — 

0  Helll   How  I  did  mort'lly  fear 
The  scorch  of  Satan's  white-hot  spear 
Upon  my  soul. 

'■O  Helll"  f  cried,  'Til  always  be 
Afraid  of  bodily   torment 
Since  my  poor  heart  by  her  was  sent 
Far  from  its  Goal!" 

But  hold!   At  last  I   woke  to  see! 
"The   world  is   with  girls  replete — 
Why  should  /  suffer  at  her  feet? 

1  need   rebirth!" 


HO!      Hell  hath  no  terrors  now  for  me 
Since  my  rebirth!      I'm  Satin's  Elf — 
You  see,    I'm   raising   Hell   myself! 
Right   here   on   earth. 

— Dave  Lott. 


^ 


«> 


Santa  leaves  his 
bag  behind! 


TO  NANCY 

'Twas  Love 
At  first  sight. 
Stars  above  .  .  . 
A  moonlit  night! 

Her  love-lit  face — 
His  burning  kiss. 
Their  mad  embrace  .  . 
Is  Love  .   .  .  like  this? 


Puppy 
Love! 

Hot  Dog  ! 


OLD 
MAN 


"It  is  a  strange  world  in  which 
we  are  Uving." — Mrs.  Franklin  D. 
Roosevelt. 

You're  telling  us? 

The  silver-plated  moustache  cup 
goes  this  month  to  the  Detroit 
press  agent  who  tried  to  arrange 
for  a  reception  for  Guy  Lombardo. 

Windsor,  Canada,  is,  of  course, 
just  across  the  river  from  Detroit. 
The  press  agent  called  the  armory 
in  Windsor  not  overly  long  ago, 
and  the  conversation,  as  reported 
by  James  S.  Pooler  of  The  Detroit 
Free  Press,  went  something  as  fol- 
lows: 

"Listen."  said  the  publicity  man 
to  the  colonel  of  the  Kilties,  "I  got 
a  great  idea.  Guy  Lombardo,  the 
orchestra  leader,  is  a  Canadian. 
He's  coming  in  to  Detroit  for  a 
week,  I  just  thought  it  would  be 
a  swell  idea  if  the  Windsor  Kiltie 
regiment  was  down  at  the  station 
to  meet  him," 

"Oh,  jolly,  very  jolly,"  said  the 
colonel.  "The  chappies  would  like 
that,  Lm  sure.  The  regiment  likes 
such  trips.  When  did  you  say  Mr. 
Lombardo  would  be  in?" 

"Friday,"  the  enthusiastic  pub- 
licity man  said. 

"Oh,  Lm  dashed  sorry,"  said  the 
colonel,  "we  can't  possibly  do  it. 
The  Governor  General,  the  Earl  of 
Bessborough,  gets  in  then,  you 
know.  We  have  to  escort  him 
about  with  great  to  do  and  what 
not." 

"Who's  getting  in?"  the  public- 
itv   man   said. 


OUTER 
WORLD 


PEEKS  IN 

By    HENRY    I.   STIMSON 

"The  Earl  of  Bessborough.  the 
Governor  General."  the  colonel  ex- 
plained.    "No  end  important." 

"Swell,"  the  publicity  man  said, 
"bring     him     along.        Lombardo 
would  be  glad  to  meet  him." 
■*■  ♦  •'•• 

The  younger  generation,  as 
measured  against  the  older  genera- 
tion, by  the  older  generation,  is  no 
great  shakes.  All  right,  all  right,  but 
necking  as  a  substitute  for  conver- 
sation is  just  about  as  intellectual 
as  looking  at  the  family  album. 
«■  ♦  <» 

Ere  these  words  are  set  in  to  type 
you  and  you  and  you  will  have 
taken  your  first  legal  drink  of  some- 
thing stronger  than  three-point- 
two.  Whether  the  legality  of  the 
thing  will  enhance  the  taste  or  not 
is  beyond  our  knowing  as  we  go  to 
press,  but  as  matters  stand  at  this 
moment  it  looks  as  if  the  governor 
of  North  Carolina  would  have  to 
say  to  the  Governor  of  South  Caro- 
lina: "Let's  go  over  to  Virginia 
and  do  some  serious  drinking." 
•    ♦    t 

Ah,  the  irony  of  it  all.  Michi- 
gan has  been  proposing  of  late  that 
it  use  the  money  to  be  derived  from 
liquor  taxes  after  December  5  to 
bolster  its  sadly  depleted  educa- 
tional budget.  Somewhere  out  of 
the  past  there  comes  to  mind  the 
jingle: 
Father,    dear    Father,    come    home 

with  me  now. 
The  clock  in  the  steeple  strikes  one. 

To    this.     now.     our    Michigan 


father  may  retort:  "There,  there, 
li'l'  dotter,  how'm  I  gonna  do  my 
duty  as  a  citizen  and  to  you  as  a 
father  unless  I  drink  enough  of  this 
stuff  to  give  the  state  the  money 
so's  you  can  be  brought  up  an  edu- 
cated woman?" 

The  dollar  being  worth  fifty-five 
cents  may  be  a  good  thing  or  a  bad 
thing.  When  one  has  only  a  quar- 
ter it  can't  make  a  great  deal  of 
difference.  But  anyway,  if  the 
dollar  is  going  to  be  allowed  to 
drop  to  fifty  cents,  and  then  be 
stopped  there,  the  American  people 
ought  to  be  told  of  the  fact.  We'll 
never  have  any  business  activity  of 
any  sort  until  we  are  told.  The 
way  it  stands  now,  it  is  like  trying 
to  play  poker  when  no  one  in  the 
game  knows  what  the  chips  are 
worth, 

<?>♦<?> 

A  fan  dancer  has  been  discovered 
out  in  Iowa  who  is  living  quietly 
at  home  under  the  name  of  Brown, 
or  Jones,  or  something  like  that. 
Do  you  suppose  that  Sally  Rand 
was  merely  a  nom  de  plume!' 


"Mildly  amusing"  was  the  com- 
ment E.  J.  Wilson  made  concern- 
ing our  last  contribution  to  his 
article  in  the  Daily  Northwestern. 
We  have  just  read  this  over  and 
groaned.  If  he  finds  this  ever, 
ever  so  mildly  amusing  this  month, 
we'll  be  glad  to  buy  a  lunch  any 
day  he'll  name. 
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LUST  IN  THE  CROWD 

Good  old  P.  P.  editorial  staff  congregates  on  the 
eve  of  the  deadline  to  decide  the  creature  for  Smut- 
hearts  ...  I  mean  the  future  for  Sweathearts  ...  I 
mean  the  feature  for  Sweethearts.  The  scene  is  laid 
(censored)   set  in  the  PARROT  office  in   loi  U.  H. 

An  all  plastered  caste — 
MARY  ANNE  TIMMONS        HENRY  STIMSON 
GEORGE  KEANE  EROLL  WILKS 

DAVE  LOTT  AUNT  POLLY 

KEN  HINDLEY  HARRY  SHAFFER 

SHAFFER:  "O.  K.  fellows  and  Tim.  forget  the 
night  life,  and  let's  get  on  with  some  more  pertinent 
dissipation.  It's  essential  that  the  Sweetheart  issue 
have  a  damn  good  feature  article.     Any  ideas?  ' 

LOTT;  'Til  put  down  on  paper  anything  that 
comes  to  my  mind." 

KEANE:  "O.  K..  but  don't  get  the  whole  sheet 
dirty!" 

SHAFFER:   "Aw.  sheet  up,  you  mug." 

TIMMONS:  "Sure.     Do  you  mug?" 

SHAFFER:  "Come  on.  now.  no  more  wisecracks. 
I'll  give  you  the  general  plans  for  the  issue.  "We're 
going  to  have  an  article  on  kissing,  two  pages  of 
snappy  Freshman  co-eds  ..." 

STIMSON:   'Til  take  the  first  page!" 

AUNT  POLLY:    "(Censored.)" 

ALL:   "Haw!  Haw!  Haw!" 

SHAFFER:  "Now  for  Gawd's  sake,  let's  cut  out 
the  sex!  This  is  supposed  to  be  a  Sweethearts  issue, 
not  an  abdominal  burlesque  review  like  last  issue." 

LOTT:  ""W^ell.  hell  Harry,  what  are  sweethearts 
without  sex?" 

KEANE:  "Barelegged!" 

SHAFFER:  "Shut  up  Kcane.  "What  we  want  is 
an  idea.      What  do  you  say,  Stimson?" 

STIMSON:  "Well,  we  ought  to  have  an  article  on 
Sweethearts,  it  seems  to  me.  Lessee,  just  what  do 
sweethearts  do  anyway?" 

AUNT  POLLY:    "(Censored)." 

ALL:  "For  Gawd's  sake!  No  more  puns'" 

SHAFFER:  "Shut  up.  Aunty,  you're  not  pungent 
any  more!  Now — who'll  write  an  article  on  Blind 
Dates?" 

LOTT:  "Keane.  you  can  write  it.  I'll  give  you 
the  ideas,  see?" 

KEANE:  "No.  we  gotta  make  this  good.  Hindley, 
you  write  it.     You're  the  blind  date  authority." 

HINDLEY:  '"Who,  me'  What  is  a  blind  date, 
anyway?" 

KEANE:  "A  girl  who  is  in  the  NO.  like  our  cen- 
sor; a  girl  like  Dodgson  was  before  you  nominated 
her  for  Honor." 


HINDLEY:  "Oh,  I  get  it.  I'll  make  it  a  human 
interest  story  about  my  first  date  with  her." 

TIMMONS;  "You  have  no  principle.  How 
could  you  make  it  of  interest!" 

SHAFFER:  "Come  on.  quit  slinging  it  before  the 
Viandle  breaks.  O.  K.  Hindley,  you  work  on  that. 
What  else  will  we  have?" 

STIMSON;   "Who's  gonna  do  the  kiss  tale?" 

TIMMONS:  "I  nominate  'Parking'  Lott.  He 
harbors  a  Lewis  woman." 

SHAFFER;  "Yes,  he  was  only  a  ham  but  his 
sugar  cured  him." 

LOTT;  "Aw,  come  on,  Shaffer!  What  should  I 
put  in  it,  besides  all  I've  got?" 

AUNT  POLLY;  "(Censored)." 

TIMMONS:  "Maybe  he's  more  of  a  man  than 
you  think  he  is.  Aunty." 

LOTT;    "Well,  how  far  should   I  go?" 

HINDLEY:  "Don't  make  it  too  armless,  or  it'll  be 
a  bust." 

ALL:   "Aw,  nuts!" 

TIMMONS:  "Hey.  I  just  remembered  some  dirt 
for  Polly.  It's  about  that  theanthropic  Theta  pledge. 
Dot  Moyer.  .  .  " 

LOTT;  "Hell,  we're  giving  her  too  much  public- 
ity,    Lewis'll  get  sore." 

KEANE;    "Who  cares!      The  Moyer,   the  better." 

TIMMONS;  "Here.  Aunt  Polly  wants  to  know 
where  and  with  whom  Dotty  spent  the  week-end  of 
the  Michigan  game.  'Tis  rumored  that  the  young 
man's  Wisconsin  summer  home  was  occupied  the 
whole  three  days   (and  nights!)    ..." 

AUNT  POLLY:    "(Censored)." 

KEANE:  "Whoa!  Wait — there's  just  one  thing  I 
wanta  ask  you  dopes — if  a  horse  has  fleas  on  his 
posterior  region,  can  you  say  he  has  a  buggy  behind?" 

WILKS  (knocking  at  door)  :  "Hey.  let  me  in." 
(He  gets  in.)    "Hey,  Shaffer,  I  got  an  idea." 

KEANE:  "Finally!" 

WILKS:  "I'll  draw  a  picture  of  Santa  Claus  with 
a  babe  over  his  shoulder  and  call  it   "Santa's  Bag.' 

SHAFFER:  "Listen,  this  is  gotta  be  a  pure  num- 
ber.    No  sacks  allowed." 

LOTT:  "Speaking  of  bags,  I  gotta  date  with  a 
Kappa.  So  long,  folks.  Abbysinia  Samoa!"  (Out  he 
goes  in  a  cloud  of  lust!) 

SHAFFER:  "Well.  Aunty,  have  you  any  dirt  this 
month?" 

AUNT  POLLY;  "Say,  I've  got  something  on 
cverybodv.  if  I  can  only  get  it  passed  the  censor.  The 
trouble  is  a  censor  is  a  guy  who  sees  three  meanings 
in  a  crack  that's  only  got  two." 

STIMSON:  "Well,  when  a  cracks  got  to,  it's  just 
got  to.  take  it  from  me!" 

SHAFFER:   "O.  K.,  Stimson  you  can  leave." 

KEANE:  "HELL,  LET'S  ALL  LEAVE!"  (All 
scram.) 

TIMMONS;  "Hey,  wait  for  baby!" 

THE  END. 
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garettes 


Of  all  the 


ways 

in  ^vhich  tobacco  is  used 

the  cigarette  is  the 

mildest  form 


You  know,  ever  since  the  In- 
dians found  out  the  pleasure 
of  smoking  tohacco,  there  have 
been  many  ways  of  enjoying  it. 

But  of  all  the  ways  in  which 
tobacco  is  used,  the  cigarette  is 
the  mildest  form. 

Everything  that  money  can 
buy  and  everything  that  Science 
knows  about  is  used  to  make 
Chesterfields.  The  tobaccos  are 
blended  and  cross-blended  the 
right  way  —  the  cigarettes  are 
made  right  —  the  paper  is  right. 

There  are  other  good  cigarettes, 
of  course,  but  Chesterfield  is 


the  cigarette  that's  milder 
the  cigarette  that  tastes  better 


esterfi 


©  1933,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Hi.  Kids! 

Aunty  would  first  like  to  open  the  sweeper  with 
a  boycott  (apologies  to  Goodrich  Grill)  of  Neddie 
(.Winch-Hell!)  Hu//;nc7er's  carbon-copy  collyum,  The 
Peeper  (peep!  peep!)  which  is  rapidly  degenerating 
into  another  "Last  Word."  Aunty  would  recom- 
mend that  a  little  more  fact  and  not  so  much  fancy 
be  introduced — some  of  the  wild  guesses  aimed  at 
Polly  might  well  be  omitted,  too!  Which  reminds 
m.e  that  Peg  Gurley  mumbles  to  her  Phi  Gam  Fresh- 
man "Quick,  Henry! — Flit!  "whenever  Ned  (the  fly 
in  the  ointment)  Hulltnger  buzzes  up  on  U.  H.  steps. 

The  boys.  Chip  Taylor.  Bob  Huse.  Jimmy  Mar- 
tin. Bob  Smith.  Gene  Mancmelli  and  Horse  Elliott, 
held  a  gala  rushing  party  for  Cousins  at  the  Stevens 
Hotel  the  other  eve  and.  after  smuggling  in  two  quarts 
of  ginger  ale.  ordered  half  a  pint  from  the  waiter. 
Result,  net  cost  of  ten  cents  per  man  and  a  windup 
with  Huse  and  Elliott  switching  cars  and  dates.  A 
lovely  evening! 

Her  name  is  Annie  Griffith 

A  Pi  Phi  from  the  South. 

But  Aunty  calls  her  "Rumor" — 

'Cause  she  goes  from  mouth  to  mouth! 

Which  brings  to  mind  a  hot  report  on  the  follow- 
ing  conversation    from    the    Alpha    Xi    Open    House. 

Maroney.  acting  as  spokesman;  "Say,  baby,  do 
your  lips  bother  you?" 

Van  Scoy:  "No.  why?" 

Chorus  from  the  assembled  football  team:  "Well, 
they  bother  us!" 

And  what's  this  our  Pi  Phi  pal  tells  aunty  about 
two  Phi  Psi's  barging  into  the  Sig  Chi  basement  and 
who  should  they  see  but  two  Sig  Chi  pledges  blissfully 
wrapped  in  a  fond  embrace!  Yessir!  Northwestern 
makes  MEN!  But  don't  be  alarmed,  the  lads  were 
only  practicing  how  to  be  a  smooth  dancer  like  Stan 
{Pavlova)  Jacobs.  .  .  .  The  same  Pi  Phi  also  slips 
Aunty  the  low  down  on  Laura  Berta  Holt  who 
naively  stated  in  her  petition  for  Society  Editor  of 
the  Syllabus  that  she  thought  her  "social  contacts  had 
been  over-sufficient!"  My  my,  such  popularity  must 
be  preserved! 

Little  Boy  Schroeder,  who  pulled  a  trick  about  as 
smooth  as  the  Rockys  when  he  called  up  Naida  Jones 
(the  gel  with  the  crooked  seams)  and  asked  could  he 
have  the  date  as  long  as  Olsen  could  not  come  over  on 
account  of  Olsen  being  injured  in  the  daily  scrimmage, 
may  expect  to  see  Olsen  coming  up  to  see  him  some 
time.      These  Sig  Nus! 


ANENT  THE  NAVY  SPHERE! 
Aunty  wants  to  know: 

Why  Chile  Southward  couldn't  keep  step  in  the 
little  ritual  just  before  the  Grand  March'  One  too 
many  sniffs  of  the  cork,  perhaps? 

Where  Shirley  Richardson  vanished  just  before  the 
crowning  of  the  Queen  of  the  Ball?  And  for  once, 
by  gum,  they  crowned  a  Queen  of  Beauty  instead  of 
a  Queen  of  Politics! 

Why  Bill  Youngclause  and  Dick  McNight  and 
dates  failed  to  arrive  at  the  dance-floor  before  11:30? 
They'd  have  been  a  lot  better  off  just  to  have  re- 
mained in  the  shadow  of  the  Baha'i  Temple  the 
rest  of  the  evening. 

Just  what  Mr.  Martin  Graham  of  the  pernicious 
Phi  Delts  thought  he  was  doing  popping  in  and  out 
of  the  ladies'  locker-and-shower  room?  What  the 
hell.  Martin,  can't  you  read? 

How  come  the  deplorable  slip-up  of  the  business 
office  by  allowing  some  430-odd  tickets  to  be  sold 
after  guaranteeing  absolutely  that  the  lovely  brawl 
would  be  limited  to  a  mere  350  suckers,  if  that  many! 
Well,  anyway,  the  dance  was  a  financial  success — but 
if  there  had  been  a  little  olive  oil  sprinkled  over  the 
dancers,  (the  poor  fish!)  the  Navy  could  have  gone 
into  the  Sardine-canning  business,  and  really 
cleaned  up. 

A  certain  luscious  mass  of  Kappa  Femininity  has 
finally  pulled  in  her  neck.  Some  drunks  were  acting 
up  at  a  feetball  game  and  she  ups  and  tells  the  stews 
to  go  over  on  the  other  side  of  the  stadium  with  the 
rest  of  the  imbibers  and  one  drunk  said  "Fancy  meet- 
ing you  here.  Libby.  Ol  pal!" 

Midshipy  Miller,  the  one  and  only  DU  smoothie. 
is  no  longer  seen  with  that  bell  bottom  underwear. 
so-0-0-0-0,  the  leper  CAN  change  his  spats. 

When  good  Of  Southward  couldn't  get  his  little 
Mulligan  to  stew  around  with  him  at  the  Sextant 
shin-dig.  he  got  3  BLIND  date  at  the  Alpha  Phi 
house.  And  that,  my  four  readers,  is  the  way  the 
Alpha   Phis  get  around. 

Arty  McGraf  is  not  old  enough  to  recognize  the 
line  that  Izy  DeW'olf  pulled  on  him  when  she  said  she 
lost  his  Sig  Alf  pin  this  summer.  This  gag  was  pulled 
only  in  the  West  till  Fleshman  brought  it  Yeast. 
Woah. 

Four  of  our  better  citizens  went  to  Cicero  for  a  big 
beer  bust.  The  party  being  ple-henty  flat.  Sherman 
and  DeW'olf  got  home  feeling  plenty  blue,  but  how 
did  Ajax  and  Kawal  leel,  girls? 
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SOCIETY  NOTES:  Al  Cmake  mine  razzberry) 
Sawyer,  the  big  Beta  noise  (did  you  ever  hear  a  rub- 
ber balloon  deflate  itself?)  has  changed  his  offices  from 
the  Union  Bldg.  to  the  Theta  House.  Al  believes 
in  combining  business  with  pleasure.  He  provides  the 
business  end  and  Marge  Cooper  the  pleasure.  .  .  .  The 
same  applies  to  Al  Cory,  the  current  pest  at  the  Alpha 
Phi  House.  The  only  time  Cory  can  be  found  out- 
side the  Alpha  Phi  House  is  just  after  a  thorough 
fumigation — after  which  they  throw  him  out  with 
the  rest  of  the  louses.  .  .  .  And  speaking  of  smells,  get 
a  whiff  of  this.  The  secret  of  Jack  Hutchms  success- 
ful love-life  with  Janice  Hall  hinges  on  his  use  of  that 
potent  "Love-Me"  hair-grease.  Cripes!  It's  a  won- 
der that  Janice  doesn't  faint  dead  away  after  a  whiff 
or  two — but  then,  after  all,  I  guess  even  a  baby  skunk 
smells  like  a  rose-bud  to  its  mother! 

Aunty  sees  where  Holly  Peck  would  make  a  great 
rower — he's  getting  to  be  quite  an  Orr's-man  around 
campus.  .  .  .  Aunty  can't  help  but  wonder  how  Annie 
Griffith  and  Georgia  Looney  ever  got  to  Highland 
Park  (where  they  signed  out  for)  by  heading  South 
on  the  weekend  of  the  Columbus  Game.''  How  about 
it,  gals,  do  they  have  good  Room  Service  in  Colum- 
bus.'' .  .  .  And  by  the  way.  Cotter,  how  did  you  like 
Pete  Reed's  likker  after  Foltz  pulled  a  walkout.''  The 
same,  I  might  add.  goes  for  you,  too,  Kate  Kittleman! 
But  the  prize  goes  to  Hal  (Bond  Street)  Logan  who 
yelled  to  a  pal  across  the  aisle  in  the  stadium,  "Hey. 
what's  Augustson's  number?"  And  some  Kappa  wit 
shrills  back,  "Greenleaf  9999!" 

The  big-shot  actives  at  the  Alpha  Chi  House  re- 
cently levied  a  $5  fine  on  any  one  caught  necking  in- 
side the  house,  chiefly  to  curb  their  passionate  pledges. 
And  the  first  active  to  fork  over  the  five  bucks  was 
none  other  than  our  own  li'l  Ginny  Cleueland!  And 
the  next  night  it  was  Nancy  Getty,  the  plumber's  dat- 
ter,  who  forgot  herself.  At  this  rate  the  mortgage  on 
the  old  farm  will  soon  be  lifted.  .  .  .  Which  reminds 
me  of  the  farmer's  daughter,  Madge  Murbach,  who 
tried  to  put  on  the  dog  at  her  first  speak  and  ordered 
"Bourbon  "Wine."  much  to  her  date's  {Ken  Higgins) 
surprise. 

James  (call  me  Jim,  boys)  Emery  could  give  the 
little  Sig  Nu  pledges  lessons  on  who  to  date  if  one 
hasn't  a  car.  But  sweet  Betty  Osier  is  So  glad  she  can 
afford  him  some  enjoyment,  with  the  car.  Aunty 
means.     Aunty  bows  to  high  class  sweethearts. 

In  the  Zoo  lab  shadows  Manske  and  Jane  Garnet  t 
decided  to  have  a  date  together  and  the  winner  of  the 
bet  they  were  making  at  that  time  was  to  pay  for  the 
date!  Jane  won  the  bet,  and  tho'  still  waiting,  she 
has  not  seen  hide  nor  hair  of  her  favorite  End.  Now 
the  Thets  give  the  fellow  a  fifty-fifty  chance  of  not 
paying  for  the  date,  but  Aunty  was  never  in  on  that, 
and  are  the  grapes  sour. 


MERRY  CHRISTMAS! 

Just  by  way  of  reward  to  all  you  cute  little  gutter- 
snipes for  your  good  behavior  during  the  past  few 
months,  your  sainted  Aunt  is  going  to  turn  Santa 
Claus  for  the  nonce  and  award  appropriate  presents  to 
the  deserving.  C'mon  kiddies,  pair  up  and  we'll  open 
the  sack  and  find  v/ho  got  what. 
Ned  HuUinger  and  Peg  Gurley  a  couple  of  keyholes 

through  which  to  Peeper. 
Holly  Peck  and  Rusty   Orr  a  carton   of  'Violet  Life 

Savers  and  a  case  of  Bromo. 
Jimmy  Beaton  and  Ely  Sproul  a  Marriage  License. 
Stiff  Lawver  and  Jane  Orndoff  two  pair  of  asbestos 

mittens. 
Bob  Huse  and  Betty  Thompson  a  free  pass  to  all  the 

speaks  in  town. 
Earl  Apley  and  Chuck  Apley  a  couple  of  sore  throats. 
Pete  Reed  and  Dotty  Hess  a  little  discretion. 
Herm  Bundcsen  and  Lorna  Anderson  a  step-ladder  for 

their  climbing. 
Ken  Hindley  and  Ely  Dodgeson  an  opportunity. 
Burgett  Smith  and  Ginny  Weber  a  non-smearable  lip- 
stick. 
Rog  Larson  and  Betty  Chapman  a  legitimate  racket. 
"J.   D."   Laux  and   Ginny  McLean   a   couple  of  Phi 

Beta  kids. 
Butch  Potter  and  Martha  Whelan  a  pair  of  stilts  for 

Martha. 
Chick  Fleischer  and  Ann  Higgins  a  few  hot  tips  on 

"How  to  Woo." 
Frosty  Froberg  and  Jerry  Fenlon  a  new  quart  bottle 

of  peroxide. 
George  Gunason  and  Edith    Lou    Doecekal    a    baby 

buggy  W.  K.    (without  kid). 
Bob  Albritton  and  Marion  Maclntyre  a  divorce. 
Jerry  Miller  and  Jeanette  Brown  a  clear  conscience. 
Ken  Rearwin  and  Sue  Bickell  a  better  excuse  than  an 

engagement  ring! 
Jack  Hutchins  and  Janice  Hall  a  penthouse. 
Tom  Sullivan  and  Helen  Smith  a  set  of  twin  beds. 
?    ?    ?    ?  and  Dotty  Moyer — someone  to  love. 

Bill   French   and   Franny   Griggs   a   peck   of   shredded 

squirrel  food. 
Dave  Lott  and  Nancy  Lewis  a  chaperone. 
Chile  Southward  and  Izzy  Mulligan  another  trip  to 

Coltimbus. 
Bob  Smith  and   Mary  Ann  Timmons   a   little   more 

drag  in  the  Navy. 
Chuck  Gradisher  and    Louise    Lennox    a    breach    of 

promise  suit. 
Don  Brewer  and  Liz  Patton  driblets. 
Kip  Kinder  and  Helen  Heim  nine  months — in  the  jug. 
Elaine  Van  Scoy  the  basketball  team  (she  did  right  by 

the  football  team) . 
— And  a  Happy    ihic!)    New  Year  to  all! 

AUNT  POLL. 


LOVE  FOR 
A  LIVING 


by 


H.  I.  STIMSON 


What  has  gone  before: 

Hudson  Milward  Farnngton. 
about  to  graduate  from  Yale,  is 
notified  by  his  guardian  "Old  Fuz- 
zy," that  through  his  dissipation 
in  college  he  has  run  almost  com- 
pletely through  the  rather  sizeable 
estate  that  had  been  left  him  by 
his  father  and  that  only  $5,000 
remain.  "Old  Fuzzy,"  belonging 
to  the  school  that  believes  a  start 
from  nothing  is  the  best  character 
builder,  has  allowed  "Huddy"  to 
spend  freely  and  recklessly,  never 
warning  him  as  to  the  condition  of 
the  estate.  "Huddy,"  deciding  that 
anything  is  better  than  earning  a 
living,  decides  to  take  what  money 
he  has  left  and  go  to  Newport, 
where  he  hopes  to  meet,  court,  and 
marry  some  girl  with  money — at 
least  two  million  dollars.  He  meets 
Virginia  Pennington,  falls  in  love 
VN^ith  her,  and  decides  to  marry  her 
v/hether  she  has  money  or  not,  if 
she  will  but  have  him.  Then  he 
receives  a  wire  from  an  accomplice 
which  reveals  the  fact  that  Virginia 
Pennington  is  worth  millions  in 
her  own  name  and  is  due  to  in- 
herit more  from  her  father,  who  is 
a  widower.  Now  go  on  With  the 
story: 

PART  II 

Virginia  Pennington  rolled  over. 
sat  up.  and  looked  at  Huddy  Far- 
rington.  That  young  gentleman, 
brown  and  healthy  from  two 
months  on  the  beaches  and  tennis 
courts  of  Newport,  was  not  look- 
ing particularly  comfortable  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  his  only  attire  was 
an  abbreviated  pair  of  bathing 
trunks.  The  girl,  her  bright  red 
swimming    suit    standing    out    in 


brilliant  contrast  to  her  yellow  hair, 
leaned  forward. 

"Huddy,  what  on  earth  is  the 
matter?  You've  been  acting  for 
the  last  week  as  if  suicide  were  your 
only  future.  I  can't  make  you  out. 
after  the  way  you've  acted  all  sum- 
mer. I've  never  been  given  such 
a  rush  by  anyone  in  my  life,  and 
now  you  act  as  if  you  couldn't 
stand  the  sight  of  me.  What  (.s 
the  matter?" 

"Ginny.  you  know  damn  well 
what  the  trouble  is.  I'm  in  love 
with  you." 

"I  presume  that  that  is  my  cue 
to  blush  and  murmur  something 
about  this  being  'so  sudden'  or 
something  of  the  sort,  but  really, 
Huddy,  you're  not  knocking  me  off 
miy  feet.  I  guessed  that  some  time 
ago.  But  being  in  love  is  not  sup- 
posed to  be  a  situation  calling  for 
a  woebegone  expression,  particu- 
larly." and  she  leaned  a  little  closer, 
"when    that    love    is    reciprocated." 

"Darling,  darling,  don't.  ,  .  . 
You  see,  dear.  I'm  still  a  wee  bit 
old  fashioned,  or  something  of  the 
sort,  and  to  those  of  us  who  are 
old  fashioned  the  only  honorable 
thing  that  may  come  of  two  people 
in  love  is  marriage  .  .  .  and  I  can't 
marry  you." 

"Oh.  but  Huddy.  forgive  me  if 
I'm  prying,  but  if  we  love  each 
other  .  .  .  and  I  think  we  do  .  .  . 
why  can't  you  marry  me.^  I  can 
.  .  .  and  I  will,  if  you'll  only  ask 
me  .  .  .  marry  you,  in  spite  of  the 
rumors  going  the  rounds  concern- 
ing   me    and    empty-headed    titles." 

"Virginia,  did  you  ever  hear  of 
money?  Did  you  ever  hear  of  the 
old  tradition  that  a  man  is  expected 
to  support  his  wife?  Did  you  ever 
hear  of  a  young  chap  running 
through,  in  a  few  years,  a  pretty 
respectable  amount  of  money?  Did 
vou  ever  hear  of  any  one  being 
broke?     Of  not  having  a  job?" 

"Ah  ha.  the  denouement!  But 
again.  Huddy.  I'm  not  completely 
baffled  and  left  speechless.  You 
tliought,  I  know  you  did.  darling, 
ihal  if  you'd  send  me  orchids  every 
morning,  as  you  have,  and  if  you  d 
drive  a  foreign  car,   which  I  know 


belongs  to  your  erstwhile  room- 
mate, that  you'd  make  me  think 
you  could  afford  me.  But  you 
didn't  fool  me,  Huddy.  Or  rather, 
you  didn't  fool  father.  Dun  and 
Bradstreet  informed  him.  as  they 
have  about  any  young  gentleman 
I've  ever  even  taken  afternoon  tea 
with,  as  to  your  financial  condi- 
tion." 

Huddy's  mind  whirled.  Dun  and 
Bradstreet.  eh.^  They  had  been  the 
agency  through  which  he  had  first 
decided  to  rush  Virginia  Penning- 
ton and  her  twenty  millions.  And 
they  were  the  ones  that  had 
knocked  his  plan  into  a  cocked-hat. 
What  a  mess.  But  she  had  said,  or 
practically  said,  that  she  loved  him. 
What  did  it  all  mean? 

"But,  Huddy,"  Virginia  con- 
tinued, and  her  eyes  glistened  as  she 
spoke,  "I  talked  father  out  of  your 
lack  of  funds  and  now  I'm  going 
to  talk  you  out  of  the  same  thing. 
All  you  men  are  alike." 

"Huddy,  all  my  life  I've  been  an 
heiress.  The  last  two  years  I've 
been  a  very  wealthy  woman.  And. 
darling,  it's  no  fun.  Every  man 
I  see  looms  as  a  perspective  gold- 
digger.  If  you  had  asked  me  to 
marry  you.  I  would  have  said  no. 
But  now  you  have  said  that  you 
couldn't  marry  me  because  you 
haven't  any  money.  I'm  going  to 
make   you   marry   me.      So   there.  " 

She  finished  breathlessly,  and 
looked  at  the  young  man  seated  be- 
side her.  He  said  nothing.  She 
continued. 

"Huddy.  money  isn't  necessary 
to  our  happiness,  is  it?  Not  as 
long  as  we  have  enough  to  live  on 
and  to  meet  our  wants.  I  have 
money,  yes.  But  it  is  through  no 
fault  of  mine.  I  didn't  earn  it. 
My  father  didn't  earn  it.  Grand- 
father gets  the  credit  for  earning  it. 
but  even  he  depended  more  on  good 
luck  than  good  judgment.  Then 
why  must  we  let  money,  which  is 
mine  by  mere  birth,  deprive  us  of 
happiness?" 

Huddy   spoke   for  the  first   time. 

"But,  darling,  vou  know  it 
won't  work.  it  never  works.  All 
our  lives  we  have  seen  cases  where 


They  had  embarked  on  an 
adventure  which  experience 
said  would  be  unusuccessful. 


a  man  and  woman  have  married, 
when  the  woman  has  had  all  the 
money  and  has  supported  the  two 
of  them.  And  never  once  has  one 
of  those  marriages  panned  out. 
Virginia,  when  I  came  to  Newport 
this  summer,  I  came  with  the 
avowed  purpose  of  marrying 
money.  I  wanted  to  marry  money 
because  I  wanted  to  spite  the  man 
who  might  have  saved  me  from 
financial  incapacity.  I  didn't  bar- 
gain on  falling  in  love.  Now  I 
have.  I  find  that  I  don't  want  to 
marry  you  unless  I  can  take  care  of 
you.  And,  dear,  don't  think  I 
haven't  tried  to  find  myself  some 
sort  of  work — any  kind — so  that  I 
might  ask  you  to  marry  mc.  But 
it's  this  depression.  There  just 
aren't  any  jobs." 

"But  our  marriage  would  work, 
dear.  You  know  it  would,  if  we'd 
only  try.  Look  how  beautifully 
we've  gotten  along  this  summer. 
Never  a  quarrel,  never  a  squabble. 
And  now,  since  we've  talked  this 
all  over,  and  we  know  that  my 
money — which  of  course  isn't  real- 
ly mine — will  support  us,  I  can't 
see  why  we  shouldn't  be  perfectly 
happy.  Let's  try  it,  dear,  anyway. 
After  all  I  have  been  trying  for  a 
whole  summer  to  marry  you." 

"Virginia.  I've  always  laughed  at 
love.  I've  always  felt  that  it  was  a 
term  used  to  describe  a  condition 
which  everyone  hopes  for  but  never 


finds.  And  I'm  a  bit  ashamed  to 
think — after  the  way  I  love  you. 
and  I  do  love  you,  dear — that  you 
have  to  argue  me  into  marrying 
you.  Marry  you,  Virginia?  I'd 
go  to  the  mountains  of  the  moon 
barefoot  for  you.  The  only  thing 
I  want  is  for  our  marriage  to  last. 
But  we'll  try,  dear,  won't  we? 
And  I'll  get  a  job  as  soon  as  I  can. 
Really  I  will. — Oh,  darling." 

That  night  Huddy  Farrington, 
gold-digger  of  gold-diggers,  sat  on 
the  edge  of  his  bed.  How  long  he 
had  been  there  he  did  not  know, 
nor  did  he  care.  Two  ash  trays 
filled  with  cigarette  butts  gave  mute 
evidence  that  his  soliloquy  had 
been  a  long  one.  He  was  running 
over  in  his  mind  the  events  of  the 
afternoon. 

He  had  gone  out  there  on  the 
sand  this  afternoon  with  Virginia 
to  tell  her  that  she  meant  too  much 
to  him,  and  he  held  her  in  too  high 
regard  ever  to  consider  her  as  a 
means  of  livelihood,  that  he  could 
never  marry  her.  And  now  he  was 
to  marry  her,  and  he  found  himself 
bemoaning  the  fact  that  he  couldn't 
support  her  by  his  own  hands,  his 
own  work.  Love  was  a  funny 
thing. 

And  he  was  to  marry  Virginia 
Pennington,  the  girl  with  twenty 
millions  of  dollars,  in  September, 
and  the  only  stipulation  was  that 
he  must  not  feel  badly  that  he  was 


to  live  on  her  money.  It  was  just 
as  he  had  planned.  And  yet  he 
found  himself  unhappy.  Unhappy 
because  he  was  to  marry  Virginia? 
No.  a  thousand  times  no!  Unhap- 
py because  he  must  live  on  her 
money.  Huddy  lit  another  cigar- 
ette. 

The  Farrington  -  Pennington 
wedding  was  one  of  highlights  of 
the  fall  season.  Almost  the  entire 
social  register  was  present.  But  to 
Virginia  and  Huddy  the  main  thing 
was  not  the  pomp  and  circumstance 
of  the  wedding  or  the  importance 
of  those  attending  but  the  fact  that 
they  had  embarked  upon  an  adven- 
ture which  experience  said  would  be 
unsuccessful,  because  of  twenty  mil- 
lions possessed  by  the  bride.  They 
were  married. 

"Huddy,  promise  me  one  thing," 
said  Virginia  Pennington  Farring- 
ton, as  the  two  stood  on  the  top 
deck  of  the  Bremen  at  the  beginning 
of  their  honeymoon.  "Promise  me 
one  thing.  That  my  money  is  for- 
gotten from  now  on.  We  will  live 
our  lives  as  decently  and  as  beauti- 
fully as  we  can.  Money,  after  all. 
is  a  secondary  consideration.  Too 
much  can  not  make  people  unhap- 
py, as  can  too  little,  no  matter  to 
whom  it  belongs,  if  love  is  upper- 
most." 

"You  win.  darling."  was  Hud- 
dy's  answer. 

(To  be  conlinued) 
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BLIND  DATE  CHART 


5'7 
.5'7 
5'7 
5'5 
5'4 
5 '4 

6'2 

5'5 


Name  Complexion  Height 

Marjorie  Amend Radiant   .  ^'4 

Barbara  Baker      Livid     5'5 

Catherine  Bigler Dark      ^'j 

Daphne  Bjorklund Medium  5'6 

Marjorie  Blackburn    Fresh  .       5'o 

Patsy   Boylston    Tepid    ^'2 

Gladys  Brandt Fuzzy         .  .       .  5'o 

Alberta  Brown Healthy      .  .         5'6 

Mary  Elizabeth  Colliers    Freckled     .  .       .  ^'2 

Jane  Dement       Alabaster     .         5^6 

Laura  Dodge      Radiant 5'3 

Jane  Fauntz    Watery       .  , 

Jo  Fink    Creamy 

Dorothy  Foley Florid 

Chris  Formby Refreshing 

Kay  Frank    Fair 

Ethel  Franz    Smooth 

Mil  Froberg Lily 

Ann  Griffith Constant 

Gladys  Hartenbower Dusky ^'4 

Zibby   Haynes         Itchy 5'5 

Mike  Heron      Highly   colored    ^'4 

Eileen  Hirschfelder Peachy        .  .         5'i 

Lora   Berta  Holt Schoolgirl  s'S 

Peggy   Hurlbut       Speckled  5'3 

Dorothy  J.  Johnson Apple-green  5'/ 

Kate  Kittleman    Alabaster      .         5'6 

Louise  Lennox        Ivory     5'6 

Jassalyn  Malmgren Rosy ^'4 

Ardis  McBroom Lucious 5'6 

Rebecca  Morrison Itchy ^'4 

Jane  Orr      Rusty    5'5 

Joe  Punchart Sallow     5'6 

Jean  Sanders Vivid     ^'4 

Lura  Skoog    Rose-petal  ^'4 

Rose  Solfronk   Creamy    5'6 

Laura  Spraguc    Fair      ^'2 

Mary  Ann  Timmons Dusky 5'5 

Libby  Townsend Fresh      4' 10 

Betty  Vail         Gypsy ^'4 

Florence   Verburg         Half  and  half      5'5 

Joanne  Wakeman        Vivid 5'6 

Betty  Wilder    Scratchy     5'4  . 

Sara  Wolf         Dark  5'4 

Isabel  Yanoshowski    Medium     .  .         5'5 


Weight  Remark  Telephone 

115  Nature  in  the  raw    Gre.  7732 

125  Scintillating         Gre.  8823 

125  Dynamic,  suh!    Uni.  7300 

1 20  Fascinating     Bri.  8846 

108  Synthetic    Gre.  9104 

105  Mmmm!!!    Wil.  2935 

105  Precious         Gre.  8860 

130  99  44    100  pure Gre.  9369 

104  Baby  "lipth" Wil.  1423 

I  I  o  Soulful     Ken.  1 64 1 

112  Fatal    Uni.  8596 

130  Figures  don't  lie!      Gre.  8818 

125  Wears  well!         Gre.  9328 

130  Nocturnal        She.  3020 

120  Delectable     Gre.  9369 

115  Disdainful    Gre.  3873 

120  In  love Gre.  9361 

200  Buxom       Gre.  9012 

1 10     .  Cute  pins!    Uni.  7300 

.110  Little,  but — !        Rog.  4049 

112  Problematical      Gre.  9326 

I  I  o  Lovable         Gre.  i  647 

I  10  Old    fashioned              Jun.  6495 

120  Indifferent          Gre.  9328 

115  Plymouth   Coupe!       Gre.  8880 

125  Tempting     Hoi.  5817 

120  Kittenish       Gre.  9328 

135  Efficient    Gre.  9140 

125  Appetizing Gre.  9330 

120  Vivacious     Uni.  7300 

120  Catastrophic Uni.  9138 

118.  Elusive          Gre.  9860 

118  Naive        Gre.  9326 

115  Understanding      Uni.  1892 

1 10  Satisfying          Gre.  9321 

122  Some  like  it! Gre.  8860 

114  Ncckable       Gm.  6818 

122  Stream  lines She.    10478 

98  A  ball  of  fire Gre.  9321 

1 10  Bewitching     Rog.  3306 

125  See  Linnstaedt    Gre.  9108 

117  Captivating          Uni.  9412 

115  Campus   widow    Uni.  4^40 

I  1 8  Cut  up                                                Gre.  9465 

1  17  Interesting  circles  under  eyes        Uni.  7300 
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THE  ART  OF  KISSING 

People  will  kiss,  but  not  one  person  in  a  thousand 
knows  how  to  extract  the  maximum  of  bliss  from 
ruby  lips,  and  yet  the  art  is  simple.  Follow  these 
directions  for  best  results; 

First  know  the  one  with  whom  you  are  clinching. 
Do  not  make  a  mistake,  although  it  be  a  good  one, 
and  don't  jump  like  a  cat  at  a  mouse  and  smack  the 
daintv  thing  on  the  ear  or  the  nose,  she  won't  appre- 
ciate it  and  neither  will  you. 

DO  NOT  BE  IN  A  HURRY 

The  gentleman  should  be  a  little  taller,  although 
it  is  not  absolutely  necessary.  He  should  have  a  clean 
face,  kindly  eyes  and  a  youthful  expression,  although 
this,  also,  is  not  absolutely  necessary.  Don't  be 
anxious  to  kiss  in  a  crowd,  there  are  plenty  of  dark 
corners. 

DO  NOT  BE  IN  A  HURRY 

Take  the  left  hand  of  the  female  in  your  right, 
throw  your  left  arm  over  the  lady's  shoulder,  slip 
it  around  to  her  side  and  below  her  arm.  While  her 
left  hand  is  in  your  right,  let  there  be  a  faint  pressure 
on  it — not  like  the  grip  of  a  vise,  oh  no,  but  a  gentle 
touch,  full  of  thought,  respect  and  electricity. 
DO  NOT  BE  IN  A  HURRY 

Her  head  is  now  resting  lightly  on  your  shoulder. 

you   are  heart   to  heart.      A   faint   perfume   emanates 

from    her    hair    and    distils    an    aromatic    odor    which 

seems   to  creep  stealthily   over   you. 

ABOVE  ALL 

DO  NOT  BE  IN  A  HURRY 

Look  down  into  her  half-closed  eyes  and  firmly 
press  her  to  your  heart.  Her  lips  are  almost  open. 
Take  careful  aim.  the  lips  meet!  the  eyes  close!  the 
heart  opens!  And  the  soul  rides  through  the  temp- 
est to  divine  heights  never  touched  before. 
DO  NOT  BE  IN  A  HURRY 

Earth  flies  from  under  your  feet.  Heaven  opens 
about  you:  you  are  like  a  buzzing  rocket  across  the 
evening  sky.  Don't  be  afraid — no  noise,  no  fuss,  no 
fluttering,  no  bother,  no  squirming  should  be  your 
motto.  You  are  twanging  the  golden  chords  of 
ecstasy — your  dream  of  dreams  has  come  true! 
IT  PAYS 
DO  NOT  BE  IN  A  HURRY 

'■i:-  ♦  ■?■ 

By  authority  of  the  following,  we  present  the  above 
information  for  your  benefit:  — 

Jim  Emery  and  Betty  Osier 

Frank  Clark  and  Kay  Matthieus 

Al  Michaelis  and  Gin  Liddle 

Ed  Catlin  and  Betty  Lange 

Cliffe  Weake  and  Betty  Lapp 

Rik  Bramely  and  Jane  Ann  Youngcrman 

Pete  Green  and  Helen  DeLong 

Howey   Rosenheim  and  Chris  Formby 

Jim  Brydon  and  Adelaide  Young 

Walt  Stanul  and  Marge  Hoffman 


Editor's  Note:  To  Mary  Anne  Timmons  goes  the 
credit  for  our  Sweetheart's  cover.  We  like  it — hope 
you  do — and  ask  you  to  join  us  in  congratulating  her. 


They  laughed  when  I  sal  down — 


— But  whsn  I   began  to  play 


Polly    Doffs    Her    Purple    Bonnet  —     ^ 

Outstanding 


JAM-:    Mi'lXTOSH 

Sauvf  :  Smooth  !  !  Svelte  \  !  !  Sophi-s- 
ticated  I  I  !  I  Words  are  useless  to  add 
to  the  charm  of  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma 
as  here  personified.  Her  black  hair 
and  black  eyes  intensify  the  fact  that 
she  must  eome  nut  of  the  north,  aiul 
she  does — Kenihvnrth.  Tf  you  saw  the 
vision  of  dreamy  loveliness  leading;  tht- 
right  wing-  of  the  Navy  Ball,  and  did 
not  know  who  she  was — vnu  should 
come  up  and  see  Jane  sometime. 


JAAE   A>\    YOlXtiEKMAX 

Not  unlike  Lochinvar,  this  beauti- 
ful Pi  Beta  Phi  pledge  arrived  from 
Des  ;Moines,  Iowa,  Imbufd  with  the 
.Spirit  of  the  Canadian  Mounties.  Care- 
ful, fellows,  she's  out  to  g"et  her  man  ! 
By  the  charm  of  her  blue  eyes  and 
i-hfstnut  locks,  to  sav  nothing-  of  her 
activities  in  T.  W.  C.  A.,  W.  S.  G.  A., 
;ind  Orchesis,  .Tane  Ann  has  already 
succeeded  in  making  a  name  for  her- 
self  in    the    College    of   Liberal    Arts. 


CELESTE  GIAXOKOPULOS 

The  pride  of  Alpha  Xi  Dtlta  almost 
equals  ours  as  we  present  this  beau- 
tiful example  of  prodig:ious  youth. 
Already  Celeste  has  a  string  of  ac- 
tivitv  scalps  at  her  belt — Spanish  Club, 
W.  S.  G.  A.,  y.  W.  C.  A.  Settlement 
Committee,  and  careful,  fellows — the 
Rifle  Team.  Brown  hair,  sparkling 
brown  eyes  and  a  friendly  disposition 
make  Celeste's  popularity  assured. 


MARGAKET   SEIBERT 

Blondes  prefer  gentlemen — that  is, 
some  of  them,  says  this  Chicag"o-bred 
Delta  Zeta  pledge.  Blonde  hair  and 
limpid  hazel  eyes  assure  Peggy  a 
generous  following  of  men,  while  her 
energetic  activities  as  a  committee 
member  of  Y.  "W.  C.  A.  Freshman 
Commission,  Fresh  mail  Pan-HeUfUic, 
and  W.  S.  G.  A.  Cozies  guarantee  her 
prominence  among  the  feminine  ele- 
ment. 


IP^ 


iKtIMs     1>(   KKI.KI-N 

'i'he  sitft  blending  of  her  bruwn  hair 
and  brown  eyes  adds  to  the  natural 
attractiveness  of  this  Chi  Omega 
dream  child.  Coming  from  Evanston 
makes  it  easy  for  >  ou  Fvanstonians, 
for  she's  worth  a  long  trip.  Secretary 
•  •I  the  I'ledge  Class,  freshinan  ]'an- 
llelleUic  delegate.  Ulemlter  of  Pen- 
langle,  and  vice-president  of  Girl  Re- 
.seives  comprise  some  of  the  activi- 
ties of  this  prospective  campus  leader. 


MARIOX  HEDRICK 

This  charming  Alpha  Phi  pledge 
hails  from  Kenihvnrth.  .\s  a  fresh- 
man in  Liberal  Arts  she  already  lias 
among  her  activities,  member  of 
AV.  A.  A.,  captain  of  freshman  hockey, 
AV.  S.  G.  A.,  and  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Her 
blond  hair  and  blue  eyes  intensify  the 
natural  allure  which  seems  to  emanate 
even  from  her  photograph.  She  likes 
dating,  and  as  to  marriage — well,  some 
day. 


Pledges 


—  Sweethearts   on    Parade 


JIDITH  BAIKD 

This  active  and  delectable  Alpha 
Omicron  Pi  pledge  conies  from  Ed- 
wardsville,  Illinois — and  when  we  say 
"active"  we  mean  just  that.  Foi'  in- 
stance, Glee  Club,  Syllabus,  Pan- 
Hellenic  delegate,  Frosh  Mixer  Group, 
Pledge  Class  Social  Chairman,  Coed 
Civic  League,  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and  W.  S. 
G.  A.  We  only  wish  this  photo  were 
colored  to  show  Judy's  brown  eyes, 
lig-ht  skin,  and  blonde  hair.  But  it 
isn't,  so  you'll  have  to  use  your 
imagination,    fellows  ! 


Des  Plaines  claims  this  charming- 
Kappa  Delta  who  personifies  one  of 
the  most  exclusive  of  combinations. 
The  beauty  of  athletes  has  often  been 
a  subject  of  great  despair,  but  in  our 
Miss  Laird  we  find  a  beauty  which 
reaches  rare  heights  combined  with  an 
exceptional  athletic  ability.  For  proof 
of  the  latter  we  mention  hockey, 
swimming',  basketball,  baseball,  and 
track ;  for  proof  of  the  former  w^e 
only  ask  you  to  dream  once  more 
with  us  as  we  look  at  her  photograph. 


JANE    PHELPS 

Elizabeth,  New  Jersey,  is  this 
Gamma  Phi  Beta  pledge's  home,  from 
whence  she  trekked  to  pay  homage  to 
Apollo  and  Pan.  the  patron  saints  of 
the  Music  School,  and,  although  there 
are  few  saints  to  be  found  among  our 
campus  ApoUos,  we  wager  Jane  has 
come  in  contact  with  any  number  of 
Pans  on  Campus !  Her  black  hair, 
sky-blue  eyes,  and  serene  tempera- 
ment are  assets  sufficient  for  any 
coed. 


:^IAUTHA   SCHUELER 

Striking  in  appearance,  with  her 
Hepburn  tilt  of  cheek  and  chin, 
Martha  lends  her  appearance  to  add 
to  the  charm  of  Kappa  Alpha  Theta. 
Her  home  is  in  Chicago.  Chestnut 
hair  and  grey-blue  eyes  only  serve  to 
enhance  the  beauty  of  her  complexion. 
"W.  S.  G.  A.  and  President  of  the 
Pledge  Class  give  her  a  good  start  on 
the  road  to  campus  popularity. 


tJERTRUDE  DOLESE 

Alpha  Chi  Omega  is  not  alone  in 
her  proud  presentation  of  Miss  Dolese. 
Evanston  claims  her.  Roycemore 
boasts  of  her,  Northwestern  has  her — 
and  possession  is  nine-tenths,  so  she  is 
really  ours.  She  is  tall — she  is  digni- 
fied— she  is  charming.  Her  light  brown 
curly  hair,  violet  eyes,  and  olive  com- 
plexion make  a  most  attractive  com- 
bination. 


KLIZAI5KTH  E.  J(»ES 

And  Chicago  also  claims  this  viva- 
cious Phi  Omtga  Pi  pledge.  Betty  is 
interested  in  ;Men,  Mixers.  Marriage, 
and  Money.  Just  one  of  those  "Mmmm" 
girls  !  Listed  among  her  college  activi- 
ties already  are  AV.  A.  A.,  Soccer  and 
Volleyball,  Frosh  Mixer  Group,  and 
Pan-Hellenic  Delegate.  If  these  are 
indications,  it  appears  to  Polly  as 
though  Betty  was  headed  for  bigger 
and  better  tilings. 


^ORiy\WiE/TIEIDr^|')'DPPIHEJ)AmOI 
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tor  Ifntinr— 

We  take  a  bow  and.  midst  a  sonorous  bird,  nomin- 
ate bespectacled  Al  Sawyer  for  honor.  Maybe  you 
dear  readers  suspect  that  Al  doesn't  deserve  to  be  so 
distinguished.  We  admit  he  is  sort  of  a  dope  and 
has  assimilated  some  of  that  lousy  Beta  atmosphere 
besides.  However,  we  have  a  particular  reason  for 
nominating  Al  for  honor.  Just  stand  by.  folks,  and 
listen  to  this  swell  explanation.  You'll  agree  that 
Sawyer  deserves  some  kind   of  recognition. 

When  Al  blew  into  Northwestern  he  was  just  an 
extraordinarily  dumb  freshman.  He  didn't  know 
which  end  was  up  and  even  the  Betas  couldn't  under- 
stand why  they  took  him  in.  It  must  have  been  a 
case  of  mutual  sympathy  all  around.  Anyway.  Saw- 
yer showed  up  in  due  time  with  a  pledge  button  and 
after  awhile  the  boys  initiated  him  into  the  club.  No- 
body had  any  idea  that  Sawyer  was  destined  to  be 
the  guy  tc  hang  his  pin  on  Marge  Cooper.  Cooper 
was  bowling  over  the  campus  along  in  those  days  and 
Sawyer  was  still  the  bashful  little  boy  whose  father 
had  forgotten  to  tell  him  about  life.  Little  was  ever 
heard  about  Sawyer  while  Cooper  was  the  campus 
sweetheart. 

Then  something  happened.  The  Betas  must  have 
put  Al  in  the  know  or  maybe  they  gave  him  a  good 
one  in  a  vital  spot.  Anyway,  the  next  thing  the 
campus  knew  old  Sawyer  had  hung  that  cheap  look- 
ing pin  on  Marge.  You  can  imagine  the  confidence 
this  gave  Al.  Instead  of  acting  like  a  retiring  soul 
which  he  had  always  been  he  got  the  idea  that  he  was 
Quite  a  man,  and  quite  a  man  he  became. 

Considering  the  enormous  success  Al  has  attained 
wc  believe  him  most  worthy  of  this  most  distin- 
guished nomination  for  honor.  When  you  see  Saw- 
yer, forget  that  impotent  past.  Remember  that  he 
was  the  guy  that  sewed  up  Marge  Cooper  and  thus 
made  a  man  of  himself. 


O^bUuton— 


For  oblivion  we  feel  it  necessary  to  nominate  Mar- 
jorie  Cooper,  who  is  now  just  one  of  the  has  beens 
around  the  Theta  lodge.  Marge  used  to  be  a  swell 
gal.  She  knew  how  to  sling  it  with  the  best  of  them 
and  she  really  got  around.  Some  of  the  best  gents 
on  campus  dated  her  and  her  good  looks  and  person- 
ality were  serving  her  most  excellently. 

Besides  being  popular  among  the  stronger  and  more 
intelligent  sex.  Marge  was  developing  into  quite  an 
activities  girl.  She  got  jobs  in  the  W.  S.  G.  A.,  on 
the  publications,  in  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and  even  turned 
into  somewhat  of  a  politician.  Everyone  thought 
Marge  was  headed  for  great  things.  It  seemed  as 
though  she  would  be  one  of  the  most  famous  girls 
on  campus  in  more  ways  than  one  before  she  reached 
for  the  old  sheepskin.  Truly.  Marge  was  quite  a  way 
along   the   road   to   fame   when   the   disaster   occurred. 

The  calamity  is  sad  to  relate.  Marge  got  played 
for  fish.  She  swallowed  the  line  that  Al  Sawyer 
handed  her  and  no  one  can  imagine  how  it  all  came 
about.  Sawyer  had  no  more  to  say  than  a  six  months 
old  puppy  and  acted  just  about  like  one.  Marge  had 
been  in  the  favor  of  some  smooth  gents  and  then  she 
turned  around  and  accepted  the  pin  that  Sawyer  so 
meekly  offered  her.  Naturally,  you  can't  expect  that 
anyone  would  respect  her.  except  Sawyer,  after  she 
made  that  terrible  exhibition  of  light  headedness. 
When  the  campus  recovered  from  the  shock  of  seeing 
such  a  swell  gal  fall  for  a  sap  they  lost  interest  in  her. 
Who  ever  hears  of  Marge  Cooper  and  her  varied  activ- 
ities now? 

What  can  wc  do  but  nominate  Marjorie  for 
oblivion?  She  has  brought  it  upon  herself.  It's  a 
shame,  we  admit,  but  there  is  no  question  about  its 
propriety.  So  long.  Marge,  we  hope  you  succeed  in 
keeping  Al  above  water. 
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Announcement  ! 

The   winners   of   the   recent   gag   contest   sponsored 
by  the  Purple  Parrot  and  Life  Saver  are  as  follows: 

October  Issue — 

George  Keane,   Chicago,   111. 

Joke : 

ist:       "Who    invented    the    loose-leaf 

system.''" 
2nd:       "I    think    it    was    Adam    and 
Eve." 

November  Issue — 

Dave  Lott,  121  6  Central  St.,  Evanston.  111. 

Joke : 

"Oh,  dear!"  sighed  the  cootie,  as  he  lit 
on  the  female  Living  Skeleton,  "I 
haven't  been  on  a  big  bust  for 
months!  Where  in  hell  is  the  Eat 
Lady?" 


<$> 


^ 


Little  Sis:  Bill  comes  over  often  to  see  you  but  you 
never  seem  to  go  places  or  do  anything. 
Big  Sis:  Yes,  we  seldom  go  places. 


\'ISTA''''LAGO 


Vista  del  Lago 

NO  MAN'S  LAND 


BULL  FIGHTS?  NO! 

But  all  the  fun  amid 

Spanish  surroundings 

Dining  and  Dancing  Every  Evening 

GRAND  OPENING,  SATURDAY,  DEC.  23 

No  cover  or  mininnum  charge 


Phone  reservafions  now  for  the  North  Shore's 
biggest  New  Year's  Eve  celebration. 
$2.50  per  cover— NEW  YEAR'S  EVE  ONLY 

WILMETTE  4400 

OPEN    FOR   RENTALS 


'Phil"  May 

N.  U. 


"Ful"  Thornton 
U.  of  I. 


THE  SHIP 

1767  HOWARD  ST. 

MONARCH  OLD  TIMES 
ON  DRAUGHT 

Fine  Steaks,  Chicken  or  Fish 
from  the  Galley 

Sandwiches  You'll  Enjoy 

Hop  aboard  and  try  the  salty  atmos- 
phere of  an  Old  Clipper  Ship 

You'll  meet  your  friends  here,  too! 


Official  Sweetheart  Pins 

and 

Correct 

Crested  Gifts 

FOR  HER 

The  Official  Jeweler 

L.  G.  Balfour  Company 

55   East  Washington   St. 

CHICAGO 

Pat  Henri 

Manager                  STATE  4247 

One  little  look, 
One  little  glance: 

One  little  sigh — 

And  one  big  chance. 

He  heard  the  sigh, 

He   caught   the   glance- 
He   was   no   fool — 

He  took  the  chance. 


-Old  Maid 


I  feel  as  if  we  were  engaged. 
Yes,  and  you  have  to  stop  it. 


— Mountain  Goal 
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\his 
pipe 
tobacco 
gives 

a   NEW 

meaning 
to 

MILDNESS 


A: 


to 


.NY  PIPE  SMOKER 
who  bought  tobacco 
that  bit  his  tongue 
would  ha\'e  a  right  to 
feel  sore.  He  would  not 
buy  that  brand  again. 

Any  manufacturer 
who  sold  tobacco  that 
would  bite  the  tongue 
would  be  "sore"  too 
— because  he  could 
not  stay  in  business. 

Nobody  is  interested 
in  tobacco  that  bites 
the  tongue. 

But  from  all  the  shout- 
ing  that's  going  on 
about  mildness,  one 
would  think  that  this 
nation  of  he-man  pipe 
take   to   packing   its 


smokers   was    about 

briars  with  corn  silk  or  pulverized  ticker  tape. 

Experienced  pipe  smokers  know  their  tobaccos. 
But  you  young  men  who  are  about  to  take  up 
pipe  smoking  should  know  that  it  is  easy  to  pro- 
duce an  almost  tasteless  smoking  tobacco  by 
using  tasteless  and  colorless  tobaccos.  If  you 
want  to  revel  in  the  delightful  taste  and  aroma 
of  good  tobacco,  you  must  have  tobacco  flavor. 

We  ask  you  to  try  Edgeworth  because  it  has 
mildnetis  plus  flavor.  That  combination  is  not 
easy  to  produce.  The  highest  quality  hurley 
tobacco  money  can  buy  is  in  Edgewortli.  Onlj^ 
the  tenderest  leaves  are  used — and  they  are  the 
mildest  pipe  tobacco  leaves  that  grow.  Years 
ago  we  found  the  way  to  produce  this  mild- 
flavor  blend,  and  it  has  been  a  success.  Before 
you  decide  on  a  ])ipe  tobacco,  ])Iease  do  not  fail 
to  give  Edgeworth  a  trial. 

Convenient  sizes  from  15j5  pocket  package  to  pound  humidor 
tin.    Made  and  guarantees!  b\'  I-anis  ^c  Bro.  Co.,  liichnionii,  \'a. 

EDGEWORTH 

MADE   FROM  THE   MILDEST  PIPE  TOBACCO  THAT  GROWS 


WHO?  ME?? 


Guess  Again — 


YES !  YOU ! ! 


WE  SAY: 

One  of  the  Trio  Mex  Hairless 

JImmIe  Brown  Jerry  Miller 

Helen    MacKaharan  Eliot    Foltz 
Virginia   Chase          Ballard   Bradley 

Betty   Welch  .    Tom    Neal 

Marty    Bostwick  Bill    Schmus 

Mary  Jane  Martin  Bill  Byre 
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TRUTH 
Most  of  us  have  never  been  sculptured,  but  all  of 
us  have  been  chiseled. 

^       ♦       <» 

"I'm  sorry,  Mrs,  Smith,  but  wc  haven't  a  'Virgin 
Model'  dress  that  will  fit  your  daughter,  I'm  afraid 
you  came  in  too  late!" 


"And  a  good  little 
ghost,  my  son,  is 
one  who  does  not 
spook  until  spook- 
en  to." 


OBSERVATION 

Not  all  the  squirrels  on  the  campus  climb  trees  or 
live  on  nuts. 

^       ♦       <?> 

Here  is  a  pun-gent  pun  on  the  persistent  Gadfly 
offered  by  a  commuter. 

"I  wouldn't  ride  the  'L"  to  school  if  I  Gadfly." 

^       ♦       <$> 
Manskc:  "That's  a  fine  football  article  you  had  in 
last  night's  Chicago  American,  Dick." 

Hanlcy:    "Thanks.   Manske.   I'll   have  to   read   it." 

<?-♦<» 
Sophomore  Joe  says: 

"You  don't  have  to  be  a  cattleman  to  get  a  bum 
steer." 

<«>       ♦       ^ 

From  the  portals  of  the  Kappa  house  comes  this 
evidence  of  sisterly  affection. 

"I'm  not  myself  tonight,  dearie." 
"Yes,  I've  noticed  the  improvement." 

.t.       «       .i. 

It's  bad  enough  when  they  steal  King  Tut's 
mummy  from  his  tomb,  but  when  Eddie  Cantor  steals 
his  jokes,  that's  too  much. 

He:   "I  feel  so  good  when  I'm  with  you." 
She:  "You're  telling  me!" 


IT  IS  SIMPLY  A  QUESTION 

m 

OF    LEARNING    WHO 

CAN    GIVE   YOU    THE 

BEST  VALUE  FOR  YOUR 

•      MONEY     • 

JAHN    &    OLLIER    ENGRAVING    COMPANY 

LEADERS  IN  VALUE-GIVING  FOR  A   THIRD  OF  A   CENTURY 

817    WEST   WASHINGTON    BOULEVARD     •     CHICAGO 

MONROE    7080 
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COLLEGE  WIT 

Brought  to  an 

APPRECIATIVE 
DOORSTEP 

Friends   and 
relatives     in 
o+her  schools,  your 
brother      or      sister 
in  high  school,  your  room- 
mate  who   couldn't   afford 
to  subscribe  .  .  .  they'll  be  mighty 
pleased  with  a  subscription  to  the 

"PARROT"  for  CHRISTMAS 


>♦ 


$1 


.00 


MAILS 
YOU  AND  YOURS  THE 

PURPLE  PARROT'S 

Five  Remaining  Issues  and  a 
Christmas  Card  from   Us 

CHRISTMAS  is  coming  and  here 
is  the  easy  way  out  of  that 
last    minute    tramp    all    over    town. 


PURPLE  PARROT 
101    University   Hall 
Evansfon,   Illinois 

Send   the   remaining   five   Issues  to  the   following   address. 
Enclosed    Is    $1.00. 


tJAME 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE. 

MY  NAME   iS 


FRESH  FISH 
The  Freshman  saw  the  coed  fair 
Kiss  Soph  g'night  upon  the  stair. 
"Ah-ha!"   quoth  Froshy  to  himself, 
"Where  IS  Freud's  book  upon  my  shelf?" 

He  hied  him  home  and  fetched  his  book 
And  crammed  his  little  head  with  soot. 
7  he  next  day  Froshy  asked  the  girl 
If  HE  could  take  her  for  a  whirl? 

So  Froshy  and  his  date  went  out 
And  played  around  and  round  about 
'Till  three  A.  M. — then  home  they  came 
And  climbed  the   'Scape — tsk,   tsk,   for  shame! 

Then  Froshy  said,   "Well,   Izz.   what  say?" 

"Am  I  to  get  the  usual  pay?" 

But  Izzy  turned  and   withered  him. 

"Hell,  Sir!"  she  said,  "I'd  ask  you  in  ...  " 

"But  cans't  thou  see   yon  shape  on   wall? 
'Tis  mine  house  mother  in  the  hall!" 
"G'night,  my  child."   quoth  blithely  she, 
"My  charms  and  kiss  are  not  for  thee!" 

"Alas!  Alack!"  the  Frosh  did  cry. 
"My  love  is  such  that  I  must  die!" 
He  jumped  .   .  .  and  lit  upon  his  head. 
And  nott^  he  wishes  he  WERE  dead! 

So  ends  this  little  tale  of  woe  .  .  . 

But  do  such  things  e'er  hap?      Hell  NO! 

— D.  Neophyte  Lott. 

<5>       ♦       «> 
Two  can  live  as  cheaply  as  one 
Without  remorse 
Look  at  the  sparrow 
And   the   horse. 


-Burr 


«• 


<?> 


I'd  sacrifice  my  friend  who  wears 
A  constant  cheerful  grin 
Before  I'd  part  with  one  who  has 
A   fascinating  sin. 


• — Froth 


<$> 


^ 


.Tohnny  asked — Mary  refused. 

Johnny  begged — Mary  blushed. 

Johnny  Pleaded — Mary  pouted. 

Johnny  insisted — Mary  gave  in. 

So  little  Johnny  carried  Mary's  books  for  her. 

■ — Rammer- Jammer 


He — "You've  a  faculty  for  making   love." 
She — "Oh   no — just  a  student  body." 


nllllllllMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII IIIIIIIIMIIIIinilMMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII Ill IIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIILIII); 


-Dirge 
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"You  damn,  dirty  little  daisy,  he  does  too!" 

^      ♦      ♦ 

Teacher — 
"Johnny! — 

What  are  you  going  to  do  when  you  grow  up?" 
Johnny — 

"When  I  grow  up  to  be  a  man 
I  want  to  go  to  Japan 
If  I  can 
and — 

I  think  I  can." 
Teacher — 
"Sally— 

What  do  you  want  to  do  when 
you  grow  up?" 
Sally— 

"When  I  grow  up  to  be  a  lady 
I  think  that  I  will  have  a  baby 
If  I  can 
and — 

I  think  I  can." 
Teacher — 

"And  you,  Sammy,  what  do  you 
want  to  do  when  you  grow  up?" 
Sammy — 

"Well,  when  I  grow  up  to  be  a  man 
I  don't  think  I'll  go  to  Japan 

I'll  stay  here  and  help  Sally  with  her  plan 
If   I  can 
and — 

I  think   I   can." 
<»       ♦       «> 
Dean — "Don't    you    know     you    shouldn't    play 
strip  poker?  " 

Sweet  Young  Thing — "Oh.  it's  perfectly  all  right. 
It's  really  not  gambling." 
Dean— "What!" 

S.  Y.  T. — "No;  you  see  we  get  our  clothes  back." 

— Utah  Crimson 

The  skin  you  love  to  touch  is  usually  covered  up. 

— Skipper 
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GOOD 
PRINTING 


Good  printing  reflects  the  character  o'f  any 
activity.  It  inspires  confidence.  It  creates 
prestige.  It  produces  results.  And  it  costs 
no  more  than  ordinary  colorless  "just  print- 
ing." If  in  your  school  activities  you  v/ant 
to  enjoy  the  advantages  of  good  pnn'ting 
.  .  .  want  to  learn  all  those  little  unexpected 
touches  which  make  up  our  service,  phone 
us.  It  makes  no  difference  whether  the  job 
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solve    your    printing    problem. 
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Greenleaf  4300 
Winnetka  2000 


FROM    OUR     FASHION     NOTEBOOK 


We  can't  resist  thanking  our  erst- 
while editor  for  the  privilege  of 
introducing  our  page  of  fashion 
notes  in  the  Sweethearts  issue  of 
the  Parrot,  What  with  romance 
in  the  air.  and  the  holidays,  with 
any  and  all  kinds  of  spirits,  in  the 
offing,  we  could  let  our  imagina- 
tion loose,  and  poke  around  in 
shops  and  stores  as  though  there 
really  were  a  Santa  Claus  to  buy  us 
beautiful  clothes,  and  a  sweetheart 
to  appreciate  them. 


The  really  nice  thing  about  vaca- 
tion always  has  been  its  ability 
to  make  you  forget  that  life  was 
ever  more  prosaic  than  it  is  in  the 
shimmering  world  about  you.  And 
what,  next  to  a  new  beau,  can  help 
create  this  illusion  more  than  a  new 
evening  gown?  After  the  Navy 
Ball,  we  were  pretty  glad  we'd 
postponed  buying  our  new  formal 
till  we  knew  what  other  North- 
westernites  were  wearing  this  sea- 
son. Did  you  ever  see  so  many 
animated  fashion  plates?  Jane 
Mclntosli's  white  satin  gown  is  al- 
ready a  legend,  so  we  won't  say 
much  about  it,  but  Izzy  Mulligan 
could  not  be  overlooked  when  she. 
entered  the  Athletic  Club  in  an  en- 
semble of  black  velvet  and  white 
satin.  The  wrap  boasted  huge 
puffs  of  ermine  high  on  the  sleeves, 
while  the  dress  itself  had  only  a 
touch  of  rhinestones  at  the  shoul- 
der to  relieve  its  simplicity.  Both 
exposed  white  satin  lining  every 
time  she  stepped,  Helen  Heim  wore 
white  in  a  diagonally  ribbed  crepe 
that  struck  a  new  note  when  it 
stood  up  about  two  inches  around 
her  throat  and  shoulders.  An  in- 
verted peplum  a  few  inches  from 
the  fioor  in  the  back  ended  in  a 
tiny  train,  Cecily  Abbot  got  her- 
self talked  about  when  she  ap- 
peared in  black  crepe  with  touches 
of  silver.  A  band  of  silver  leaves 
made  a  lovely  contrast  to  her  red 
hair.  Black  and  white  seem  to 
have  retained  their  popularity,  per- 
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haps  because  of  some  hints  dropped 
by  our  male  admirers. 


You  may  glitter  as  much  as  any 
tree  this  Christmas  if  you  choose 
a  dress  of  sequins  to  add  gaiety  to 
the  holidays.  We'd  suggest  black 
or  white,  if  you're  considering  an 
entire  formal  of  sequins,  but  they're 
showing  both  evening  and  after- 
iive-frocks  in  a  variety  of  color  com- 
binations, with  sequin  tops,  and 
skirts  of  a  contrasting  material. 
Nina  Bruce  wears  deep  blue  with 
sequins  above.  If  you  don't  care 
to  be  quite  so  daring,  you  might 
try  a  collar  or  jabot  of  sequins  to 
give  zest  to  your  dinner  dress. 


There's  something  exciting  about 
a  dinner  dress,  perhaps  because  it 
promises  so  many  interesting  occa- 
sions, not  stiffly  formal,  but  nice 
enough  to  dress  for.  With  the 
versatility  of  present  day  fashions, 
the  dinner  dress  is  now  even  invad- 
ing a  world  in  which  only  formals 
dared  to  tread.  We  are  showing 
a  model  that  is  at  once  youthful  and 
regal  in  its  simplicity.  It  may  be 
of  any  color  in  any  soft  material, 
and  embodies  new  notes  in  its  high, 
soft  neckline,  slit  back,  dolman 
sleeves  and  rhinestone  belt.  To  us, 
it  expresses  excellent  taste  for  many 
occasions. 

• 

^  our   dinner    dress   will    demand 

an  evening  cap.  It  may  be  a  de- 
corous turban  with  a  tiny  veil,  a 
pancake  that  tips  perilously  over 
one  eye,  or  one  of  these  off-the- 
face  hats  that  shout  "newness," 
Just  so  it  matches  your  frock  and 
you. 

Drop  into  the  Evanston  Millin- 
ery Shop  and  let  Miss  Blanche  give 
you  the  thrill  of  a  hat  created  to 
suit  your  individual  face  and  cos- 
tume.     At   coed   prices,    tool 


^^ 


Courtesy   i>f  ,M;iiuk-l   Eins.,   Chicago 
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CHRISTMAS? 

If  youVe  having  a  difficult  time 
deciding  on  Christmas  gifts  that 
they  will  really  like  ...  let  us 
help  you.  We  serve  thousands 
every  year  .  .  .  we  know  all  their 
little  prejudices  .  .  .  weVe  hun- 
dreds of  gifts  to  choose  from 
.  .  .  and  our  style  and  service 
will   make   choosing  a    pleasure. 


CHANDLER'S 
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